THE   END   OF   MARIE  PELLEGRIN

" But do," I said, feeling sure the women were
Marie's friends bringing news of her. And it was
so. She had been found dead on her balcony dressed
in the gown that had just come home from the dress-
maker.

I hoped that Octave would not try to pass the
matter off with some ribald jest, and I was surprised
at his gravity. " Even Octave," I said, " refrains,
on ne blague pas la mart"

" But what was she doing on the balcony? " he
asked. " What I don't understand is the balcony."

We all stood looking at her picture, trying to read
the face.

" I suppose she went out to look at the fireworks;
they begin about eleven."

It was one of the women who had spoken, and her
remark seemed to explain the picture.rees
